RIGHT TRUE END

Whoever loves, if he do not propose
The right true end of love, he's one that goes
To sea for nothing but to make him sick :
Love is a bear-whelp born ; if we o'er-lick
Our love and force it new strange shapes to take,
We err, and of a lump a monster make*
Were not a calf a monster that were grown
Faced like a man, though better than his own ?

JOHN  DONNE.

Answer to the Platonicks

So angels love ; so let them love for me !
When I'm all soul, such shall my love too be.
Who nothing here but like a spirit would do
In a short time, believe't, will be one too.
But shall our love do what in beasts we see ?
Even beasts eat too, but not so well as we ;
And you as justly might in thirst refuse
The use of wine, because beasts water use.
They taste those pleasures as they do their food :
Undressed they take't, devour it raw and crude.
But to us men Love cooks it at his fire,
And adds the poignant sauce of sharp desire.
Beasts do the same, 'tis true ; but ancient fame
Says gods themselves turned beasts to do the same.
The Thunderer who, without the fepiale bed,
Could goddesses bring forth from out his head,
Chose rather mortals this way to create,
So much he esteemed his pleasure 'bove his state.
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